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completely mystified by the Hutsut song. Just plain baffled.
In Swedish, a " rawla " is not a boy or girl, as the lyrics
insist, and a cc rillarah " is not a stream. The Swedes
couldn't understand it; they only knew that there wasn't a
Swedish word in it, no matter what the composer said.
" How did an American happen to write it ? " my
Swedish friends had asked. " We would like to know what
Hutsut means.53
When I told this to the boys in the band, they were
badly confused. I told them it seemed odd to hear this
" Swedish " song going great guns in Barcelona, while in
Stockholm the craze was for bigger and better tangos,
all kinds of Spanish music. They shook their heads and
drank a little wine. " We are a new kind of band," they said.
I left Sefiorita Montoyga with the leader, encountered
my friend Leal reading a newspaper in the lobby, said good-
night to him, and went to bed.
" I'll see you in the morning," he called to me as I
mounted the stairs. And in the morning he did.
The plane left very early. I got up at dawn. The city
hardly seemed to breathe under a rain-washed sunrise. I
found I could get an immense breakfast at the Ritz ;
oranges and grapes, coffee with milk and sugar, ham, eggs,
good toast. How long since I had seen anything like that ?
But somehow it didn't seem just right You know what I
mean. It wasn't a case of feeling sanctimonious. Not at all.
It was only that I had been with so many hungry people,
such desperately hungry people. I couldn't see any end to
their hunger, these friends; neither could they. And this
breakfast table was just putting it on a little thick. I never
enjoyed the good Ritz food I got in Spain. Somehow I
was conscious of every bit of it. Brendan Bracken in London
had told me I would have that feeling. He was right.
It was too early for a taxi. I had to walk to the Deutsche
Lufthansa office, at least half-way, until I put myself and
my luggage on the back of a cart. Like a tableau, " The
History of Transportation,59 the old to the new, or some
such thing, I arrived at the Lufthansa office. Leal was
there in the airline car. " Here is your passport," he said.
Gestapo service with a smile.
The rain had settled the dust on the long, winding road